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6 to it, made Mm swallow.    Ten minutes before Ms last
* breath, lie took Hie hand of Morand, Ms valet-de-chambre,
* who was watching by him; pressed it, and said, "Adieu, 6 man cher Morand, je me meurs, Adieu, my dear Morand, I
< am gone."    These are the last words uttered by M. de
< Voltaire.'18
We have still to consider this man in Ms specially intellectual capacity; which, as with every man of letters, is to be regarded as the clearest, and, to all practical intents, the most important aspect of him. Voltaire's intellectual en-
18 On this sickness of Voltaire, and his death-bed deportment, many foolish books have been written; concerning which it is not necessary to say anything. The conduct of the Parisian clergy, on that occasion, seems totally unworthy of their cloth; nor was their reward, so far as concerns these individuals, inappropriate : that of finding themselves once more bilked, once more persifl&s by that strange old man, in his last decrepitude, who, in his strength, had wrought them and others so many griefs. Surely the parting agonies of a fellow-mortal, when the spirit of our brother, rapt m the whirlwinds and thick ghastly vapours of death, clutches blindly for help, and no help is there, are not the scenes where a wise faith would seek to exult, when it can no longer hope to alleviate 1 For the rest, to touch farther on those their idle tales of dying horrors, remorse and the like; to write of such, to believe them, or disbelieve them, or in anywise discuss them, were but a continuation of the same ineptitude. He who, after the imperturbable exit of so many Cartouches and Thurtells, in every age of the world, can continue to regard the manner of a man's death as a test of his religious orthodoxy, may boast himself impregnable to merely terrestrial logic. Voltaire had enough of suffering, and of mean enough suffering to encounter, without any addition from theological despair. His last interview with the clergy, who had been sent for by his friends, that the rites of burial might not be denied Mm, is thus described by Wagmdre, as it has been by all other credible reporters of it:
* Two days before that mournful death, M. 1'Abbe Mignot, his nephew, went to ' seek the Cure of Saint-Sulpice and the Abbe Guatier, and brought them into his 1 uncle's sick-room; who, being informed that the Abbe" Guatier was there, "Ah, *well!" said he, "give him my compliments and my thanks." The Abb6 spoke 4 some words to him, exhorting him to patience. The Cure of Saint-Sulpice then 1 came forward, having announced himself, and asked of M. de Voltaire, elevating
* his voice, if he acknowledged the divinity of our Lord Jesus Christ ?   The sick ' man pushed one of his hands against the Cure's calotte (coif), shoving him back,
* and cried, turning abruptly to the other side, "Let me die in peace (Laissez-moi
* mourir en paix)!"   The Cure seemingly considered his person soiled, and his coif
* dishonoured, by the touch of a philosopher.   He made the sicknurse give him a
* little brushing, and then "went out with the Abbe Guatier.'   VoL i, p. 161.